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Perer . ftaringly : expoftulateth with THOMAS on his unprecedented 


ſilence on the royal perfection. in his Iaft New- Year's Ode—Giveth Thomas 
a JobationInſtructeth Thomas in his trade—Talketh of Heralds, Moles, 


Field mice, and GENERAL CanrENTER—Telleth a firange ſtory of the | 


General Commendeth Majeſty, and laudeth his love of money, with delicious 
Timilies—Peter informeth Thomas how he might have praiſed Majeſty for 
prety and economy—Peter”s great knowledge of Nature He talketh of her 
different manuſaftures—Peler praifeth the royal Proclamation for leaving 
off ſin, and reforming fidling courtiers and others—Miſtreſs Warsnonam 


not able to fin on a Sunday nor my Lady Youx6—nor my Lord or 
 ExeTER-—nor my Lord BRUDENELL—whoſe excellence in attending on the © 


Rump Royal, Peter highly extolleth—nor the Welſh King WATKYN— 
evhoſe poor v1oloncello Peter Pitieih nor my Lord of « SALISBURY Peter 


intimateth an intended reform among cats and dogs, pigeons, Wrens, [br ar- 


rFOWS, and ' poultry—L.ove between the aforeſaid animals to * ſeverely hu. 


niſhed if made on the Lord's day Monday the moſt decent day—Sir Joun 


Dick giveth up Sunday Concerts for godlineſs—Sir Fobn's Har his great 


hobby horſe—Lords HAMPDEN and CHOoLMONDELEY reproved for proſaning 


the Sabbath by a full orcheſtra, while the King enjoyeth only wind infiru- 
ments—Peter relateth a fad tale of GERMAN MusICIANs, and concludeth 


wwvith a pathetic ſmile of a woodcock—Peter returneth from aigreſſion to 


Thomas Peter aſketh ſhrewd queſtions of Thomas Telleih a delectable little 2 
 feory of the King and ſcratch wigs —Declareth love for Majeſty—Praifeth 


the partnerſhip—Peter denieth all odium towards his Sovereign, fer. a jea- 
—_ of the PRINCE OF F VEAL MAY his rage for an and enthuf raſm 


far 
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EF ir 
for Mr. Wesr—Peter giveth two Gmilies—Peter telleth a en „ 
 inſifteth on love fer Majeſty—Tnſtanceth royal mognazimity—ending with 

curicſity and national advantage Peter jp oweth the King's Juperiority 10 the 
Prince in the article of books—T he royal wardrobes ſuperiority to the ſhops in 
Monmouth & ireet-—Peter expreſſeth more love for Majeſty -A tale Peter 
maketh a marvellous d. iſe very of the cauſe of Thomas's  filence in the article 
of royal Hatlery Lis Majeſty too much) bedaubed—The King ſhutteth 105 
Thomas muth—Peter telleth Thomas how he Should have managed—Petor 
deferibeth a devit—Enguireth | for Modefiy—Findeth her—Gyrveth a lovely 
picture of Miſs Morning—And her loyal ſpeech to Peter — Peter cannot exiſt 
nor ſubſiſt without Ki ngs—Peter citeth the wworld"s opinion of him—Peter 
finely anſewereth in Peter ſeemeth glad—He aſteih a fly queſton about Car- 
toons Peter zelleth an HHCOMMON flory—Peter continueth talkmg about Car- 
toons — Feareth that they are in jeopardy— Peter coucludeth with ſome ſubline 
ſimilies / traut, eels, whal:s, goats, ſſbeep, and good advice to THOMAS. 
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EXPOSTULATORY EPISTLE. 


SLIFE ! Thomas, what hath fwallow'd all the praiſe 2 


Of royal virtues not the lighteſt mention 
Strung, like mock pearl, fo lately on thy lays E 


Tell me, a bankrupt, Tou, is thy invention ? 


How cou'dft thou ſo thy Pa rRox's fame forget, 
As not to pay of praiſe, the annual debt 5 
WHITEHEAD and CIBBER, all the Laureat Throng, 


To Fant” 8 fur Temple, twice a year, preſented 


Some royal virtues, real or invented, 
In all the grave ſublimity of ſong. „„ — 
88 un 


42 | 


Heralds ſs kind for many a chance · born a: 
Creeping from cellars, juſt like ſnails from earth; 
Or moles, or ficld-mice, ſtealing into light, 
Forge Arms to prove a loſtineſs of birth ; 
I racing >, 3 ambitious Si- and Madam : 


The branches to the very trunk of ADan. 


Then why not thou, the herald, Tow, of rhyme, 
Still bid thy Royal Maſter ſoar ſublime ? 
Bards ſhine in fiction; Alen how light A thing 


To make a coat of merit for a King! 


Know, General Cax f ENTER had been a theme 
For furniſhing a pretty lyric "EE 
Once a monopoliſt of nod and ſmile: 
Of broken ſentences and queſtions rare, | | 
Of ſnipſnap whiſpers ſweet, and grin, and ſtare, 


For which thy muſe would travel many a mile. | 


But lo! the General! for a crying Gn in, 


Loſt broken ſentences, and nod, and grin, 


UC. 


| And ſtare and aer of the beſt of Hin 
- The ſin, the crying fin, of rambling | 
| Where Ofn aburght's good Biſhop, gambling, 


Loſt ſome few golden feathers from his wings ; 


Which made th anlucky General run and drown 3 8 


Such were the horrors of the royal frown q 


Forlo | | His M 


Y moſt roundly {wore _ 


| He'd nod to General CaxrEx TER no more. 


Oh ! glorious love of all-commanding money ! 
Dear to ſome Monarchs, as to Bruin, honey; 
Dear as to gamblers, pigeons fit to pluck ; 


Or ſhow” rs to hackney coachmen or a duck! 


1 thy lyrics might have praiſed che King 
For making ſinners mind the Sabbath * . 45 

” Bidding the idle ſons of pipe and firing, 

Inſtead of ſcraping } Jigs, ſing pſalms and pray; 

Thus piouſſy (againſt their inclination). 0 

Dragooning fouls unto fvation. 
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[4] 


The ie gave up Mr. Joan Barr, 
With that fweet nightingale his lovely mate ; 
Who with the organ and one fiddle 
Made up a concert every Sunday night : 5 
Thus yielding MajzsTIEs ſupreme delight, 


W. ho reliſh cheapneſs e'en in tweedle tweedle. 


For NaTURE Samet oft a Kind 
Of money-loving, ſcraping, fave-all mind, 
That happy glorieth in the nat'ral thought 


Of getting every ching for nought . 


From Delhi's en e to a Briſtol ſtone 4 
From royal eagles. to a ſqualing parrot ; 

From bulls of Baſan to a marrow-bone . 
From rich ananas to a maywkiſh carrot : 

And getting things for nought, I needs mult fag; 
If n 125 the nobleſt, is the cheapeſt way. 


And oſten Nature manufactures ſtuff 
I hat thinks it never hath enough; 


. = E Hoard- 


L 
Hoarding up treaſure never once enjoying 
Such is the compoſition of fome ſouls ! : 
Like jackdaws all their cunning art employing, 


In hiding knives, and forks, and 1 ſpoons, in holes. 


Lo! by the pious Monarch 8 proclamation, 

| The courtier Amateurs of this fair nation 

On Sundays con their Bibles—make no riot - 
The {ſtubborn UxBRIDGE, muſic-loving Lord, 

| Pays dumb obedience to the roy al word, 


And kids the inftruments lie quiet. 8 


Sweet Miſtreſs WALSINGHAM is forc'd to pray, 
And turn her eyes up, much againſt her will ; 
Sax DWIen ſings pfalms too, in his pious way; 


And Lady YounG forbears the tuneful till 


And very politic! 18 Lady YouNG : 8 
A huſband muſt not fuffer for a fog. 
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The gentle EXETER his „ up, 


— — 2 — 


So us' d upon the ſweet repaſt to ſup ; 


As eager for his Sunday's quaver diſſi, 


As cats and rav nous Aldermen for fiſh. 


Lord BRUDENELs, too, a Lord with lofty noſe, 

Bringing to mind a berſe the world well knows; 
Againſt ſublimity chat rather wars ; 

Which in an Almanack all eyes may fee : 1 

« Gon gave to man an upright form, that ge 


« Might view the Stars. 


I ſay this watchful Lord, who boaſts the knack, 
Behind His Sacred Majeſty's great back, 

Of placing for his Jarter end a chair e 
Better than any Lord (fo ſays Fame's trump) ) 
That ever waited on the royal rump, 


So ſwift his motions, and fo {ſweet his air; 


Who, if His Majeſty but cough or hiccup, 

Trembles for fear the King ſhould ich up; 
Drops, with concern, his jaw with horror freezes— 9 
Or ſmiles God bleſs you, Stur, a; whene'er he ſneezes N 


This 


A] 
This Lord, I ſay, uprais'd his convert chin, 
And curs'd the concert for a crying ſin. 


5 King WATKIN, from the land of leeks and 
With fighs, forbore his baſs to ſeize ; . 
With huge concern be dropp d his Sunday airs, 


: And grumbleq; d out in Welch his thankleſs 1 8 rs. 


The baſs, indeed, Te Deum ſung, 


Glad on the willows to be hung. 


And really "twas a very mat ra caſe— 
Poor, inoffenſive baſs ! 
For whe King Warkix ſcrubbeth him—alack | Þ 
The inſtrument, like one upon the rack, 
' Sends forth ſuch horrid, Inquiſition croans ! 


Enough to pierce the hearts of tones | | 


Thus dong; in concert politic the Knight 
Battled with Miſtreſs Wa LSINGHAM outright +> 
Yet both agreed to lift their palms, v1 
Not in hoſtilities, but ſinging palms. 


SAL'SBU RY 


— 

Sar'sBURY was alſo cler d to reform, | 
Who, with my Lady, thought it vaſtly odd," 
Thus to be forc'd, like failors in a ſtorm, 


Againſt their wills to pray to God. 


Thus did chf royal mandate through the town, 
Knock nearly all the Sunday concerts down! 
Great act! ere long twill be a fin and ſhame 5 
For cats to warble out an am'rous flame | _ 5 
Dogs ſhall be whipp'd for making love on Sunday, 
Who very well may * ic off to ME 


Nay, more e the royal "I to prove, 

And aid the pureſt of all pure religions, 

Io Bride well ſhall be ſent all cooing pigeons, 

4 And cocks and hens be laſh'd for making love : 
Sparrows and wrens be ſhot from barns and houſes, 


For being * civil to their ſpouſes. 


Poor Sir Jouk Dick was, lamb- like, heard to blear 
At loſing 8 a a Sunday” s treat 


tr 9. 5 
Sir John, the + Maj owner of a far— | 


Which radiant honour on ſurtouts he ſtitches; 
Lamenting faſhion doth not ſtretch ſo far 
As ſewing them on wailtcoats and on breeches ; 
Which thus would pour a blaze of ſilver day, 
And make the Knight a perſe& milky way. 


Yet HAMPDEN, CHOLMOND LY, thoſe ſinful ſhavers, 


Rebellious, riot in their Sabbath quavers; ; 


Thus flying in the lace of our GREAT Kin, „5 a : „ ' 

| Prophanc God! 8 bing day with wind and ſtring; ; ; 1 f | 
Whillt on the Terrace, 'midit his German band, „„ {| 
On Sunday evenings Gron GE is pleas d to ſtand ; 55 i 
Contented with a /. mple tune alone, „„ . i 

5 The God fave great George our W or Bobbing Joan es 3 | 
Whilſt Curzvns, ha from their 4 eight, 1 

75 W ink at each other, and enjoy the ſight: ö 
And Sa rx, from lurking hole, 5 — ka 


Fond of a ſeeming-godly foul, | 
JUNgS-g0uY : * 3 
ö „ Ha 


. 


His eyes and cars ſcarce able to believe, 


Laughs in his ſleeve. 


Stay, Muſe—the mention of the German band 


Bringeth a tale opprethive to my hand, 


Relating to a tribe of German boys, 


Whoſe horrid fortune made ſome little noiſe; „ 


Sent for tõ take of Engliſhmen the places, 


Who, gall'd by ſuch hard treatment, made wry faces. . 


Bp Sent for they were, to feed in feld, clover, 


To ſeaſt upon the Coldſtream regiment's fat: 
Swift with their empty ſtomachs they flew over, 


And wider than a Kevenhuller hat. 


But ah! their knives no veal nor mutton carv'd ! 


To feaſts they went indeed, but went and faro'd ! 


Their Maſters, raptur'd with the tuneful treat, 


Forgot muſicians like themſelves cou'd ear. 


Thus the poor woodcock leaves his frozen ſhores, 
W hen tyrant Winter midſt his tempeſts roars : 
H : : 


e FY 5 Invited 


1 
Invited by our milder ky, he roves 3 4 


| Views the pure ſtreams with joy, and ſhelt ring groves, 


And i in one hour, oh | fad reverſe of fate 1 | 
Is ſhot, and ſmoaks upon a poacher's plate ! 
Thus ending a ſweet epiſodic ſtrain, 
1 turn, dear Tuomas, to thy Ode again. 
What! make a diſh to balk thy Maſter's gums ! 
A pudding, and forget the plums = 
Mercy vpon us! what a cook art thou l 
Dry eien already hat a ſad milch cow | 
V ho gay it, at firſt, of fame fuch flowing pails !— 0 
Say, Tu HOMAS, what thy lyric udder alls? | 
Since truth belongs not to the laureat trade, * 5 | 
'Tis ſtrange, - 'tis paſhog ſtrange, thou didſt not r : i 
Speak—in light money were thy wages paid 2 i 
Or was thy pipe ot ſack ] half fil I'd with water? N 
Or hat thou, Tom, been cheated of thy dues? ö 
ä Or hath A qualm of conſclence touch d thy Muſe? 
3 hou 


J 
Thou might'ſt have prais'd for di ©! 
Diſplay'd not long ago among the 0E 
1 


Searching the kitchen with f ſazacious louks ; 


Wis, $riftloed ſcratches, on their heads he Ts 


To ſin! a wig on a cook's bead 
Juſt like the wig that grac'd his own, 
w a yeiily a fight to dread !— 


Enough to turn a Eing to ſtone! 


os which. in language of his very * 
His Majeſty his royal ire expreſs ad: 


« How, how ! what! Cooks wear ſcratches juſt like me l 


c 


Lg 


Strange ! ſtrange | yes, yes, I ſee, I ce, I ſee 
Fine fellows to wear ſcratches! yes, no doub— 
I'll have no more no more when mine's worn out — 


cc 


Hz? pretty ! pretty! pretty too it looks 
Jo ſee my ſeratehes upon Cooks 8 


And lo! as he had threatened all fo big, 


As ſoon as ever he wore out the wig, 


L 13 | . 
He with a pig-tail deign'd Th head _ match |! 


Nor more profan'd his temples with a SCRATCH ? 


T HOMASs, I ſee my ſong thy feelings grate 


5 Thou think'ſt I'm joking ; that the King's my hate. 


The world may call me lyar, but ſincerely | 

I love him—for | a partner, love him dearly ; 
Whil'ſt his great name is on che ferme, I'm ſure 
My credit with the Public is ſecure. 


1 beef ſhall ; grace my ſpit, and ale ſhall flow, 2 — . ” EE 0 
As long as it continues GEORGE and Cog | CE — . 
That i 18 to ſay, in plainer metre, 1 i 
Goo and PETER, 1 N 
Yet, as ſome little money J have made, "up 
I've thoughts of turning Squire, and quitting trade: I fl 
This in my mind I've frequently revoly'd ; | 
And in fix months, or fo, e 1 k 
| For all 1 know, wo 5 , wr! i ; | | 
.Y 1 The partnerſhip may be diſſolv'd. = | | 
1 Þ ; - Whate' er | 


Whate'er thou chink'ſt.—howe'er the world may carp, 
Thouas, Im far from hating our good King; 
es, yes, or may I thrum no more my harp, 
As Davip ſwore, who touch'd fo well the ſiring— 
No! Tow che idol of thy ſweet ee 


Excites not KATE, h e r elſe th emotion. 


To vrite a book on the Sublime, I own, ; 
Were I a bookſeller, 1 would not hire him ; 
Yet, ſhould I hate the man who fills a throng, 


Becauſe, forſooth, I can t admire him? 


Hate him, becauſe, ambitious of a name, 

He thinks fo rival efen the Panos in fame ? 

A Prince of Science—in the arts ſo chaſte !|— 

A giant to him in the world of taſte; 

Who from an envious cloud one day ſhall ſpring, 


And 418 that 1 may clothe a . 


Who when by fortune fix'd on Britain's throne, 
Wherever merit, humble plant, 1s ſhown, 


Will 


. 
Will ſhed around that plant a foſt ring ray; 
Whoſe hand ſhall ſlretch through poverty's pale gloom 


For d. ooping GeNIvs, ſinking to the tomb, 
And lead the bluſhing ſtranger into day. 5 


Who ſeorns (ike ſore) to chronicle a ſhilling, 
Once in a twelvemonth to a beggar givn; 
By ſuch mean charity (Lord help 'em) willing 
To ? 89 as e as poſlible to heav 11 


Hate him, becauſe, untir LEY the Monarch pores 
On Hax DEL. $ manuſcript old ſcores, 

And ſchemes ſucceſsful daily hatches, 

For ſaving notes o'erwhelm d with {cratches 3 ; 

| Recovering from the blotted leaves | 

: Huge cart-horſe ins, dromedary breves - 

: 1 hus faving damned bars from jut {t damnation, 

By way of bright ning Hax DEL'S reputation; - 
Who, charm d. with ev ry crotchet HANDEL wrote, 
Heav'd into Tor Nam STREET each heavy note; 
And forcing on the houſe che tuneleſs lumber, 


Drove half to doors, the other half to ſlumber ? 


Hate 


1 
: Hate him, becauſe the works of Mr. WEsr, 
His eye (in. wonder loſt) unſated views? 


Becauſe his walls, with taſteleſs trumpery « dreſt, 


Robs a poor fignpoſt of its dues? 


Hate him, becauſe he cannot reſt, 
But i in che company of Wes 3 | 
Becauſe of modern works he. makes a jeſt, 
Except t the works of Mr. WesT 5 

Who by te public; fain would 3 careſt 
The works alone of Mr. Wesr! 


Who thinks, of painting, truth and ute, the the teſt, 
None but the wondrous works of Mr. WesTl. 


Who, as for Rey nor Ds, cannot bear him ; 

And never ſuffers WILsOx's landſcapes: near him. 
Nor, GaixsB'roucn, thy delightful Girls and Boys, 
In rural ſcenes fo ſweet, amidſt their joys, 
With ſuch ſimplicity as makes us ftart, 
Forgetting ' tis 5 the work of art. 


Which 


E 
w wi wands and which care of Mr. Wesr R 
May 1 in a fimile be well l expreſt: — | 


A SIMILE. 
THUS "To I Gal a child with cali face, 
A little daiſey 1 in the garden place, 


And ſtrut in triumph round its fav rite flow: rs 


| Gaze on the leaves with infant admiration, 
Thinking the flow r the fineſt in the nation, 
Then pay a viſit to it ev'ry hour : 98 
Lugging the wat ring pot about, 

Which Jonun the gard' ner was oblig d to au; 


The child, ſo pleas'd, would pour the water out, 


To ſhow its marvellous gard ning {kill ; 

Then ſtaring round, all wild for praiſes panting, 
Tell all the world it was its own ſweet e : 
And boaſt away, , too happy elf, 

How that i it found the daiſey all itſelf! ! 


pF ome HER 


& 


ANOTHER SIMILE. 


IN 6 mile if 1 may ſhine agen,— 
© Thus 1 I ſeen a fond old hen | 


With one poor miſerable chick; 0 


Buſtling about a farmer's yard; 


Now on the dunghill labouring hard, 


| Seraping away through thin and thick : 


Futt'ring her feathers- making ER a noiſe 1 


Cackling aloud ſuch quantities of) joys, 


As if chis chick, to which her egg gave birth, 
Was born to deal pridigious knocks, | 


To ſhine the Browghton of game cocks, 


And kill the fowls of all the earth! 


— — 


E'EN with his painter let the King be best; 


Egad | eat, drink, and ſleep, with Mr. WzsT : : 
Only let ne, excus'd from ſuch a gueſt, 


Not eat, and drink, and leep with Mr. w. 28 f | 


And | 


And as he will not pleaſe my taſte no never 
Let mne not give him to the world as Codes 


- better conſcience i in my boſom lies, 


Than imitate the fellow and his flies. 


The TOPER and che FLIES. 


A G ROUP of topers at a 2 ſat, 
With punch that much regales the thirſty ſoul : 
. ſoon the party Join'd, and join'd the chat, 


 Humming, and pirching 1 round the mantling bowl. 


At length thoſe flies got drunk, and for their ſin, 
Some hundreds loſt their legs a tumbled in; ; 

- - And ſprawling "midſt the gulph profound, 

5 5 Like Pharach and his daring holt, were drown' al 


Wanting to drink—one of the men 
Dipp d from the bow] the drunken hoſt, 
"And; lrank—the en taking care chat none were loſt, 


He put in ev? "ry mother” $ fon agen. 


» 
— —̃ä — 
6 * pp wrt r—— __ 
——— : : 1 2 — — — 


1 2 J 
Up jump'd the bacchanalian crew on this, 
Taking i very much amiſs 
Swearing, and in the attitude to mite i — 
Lord!“ cried the man, with gravely lifted eyes, 
0 Though I don't like to ſwallow flies, 


I did not know but ohe might.” 


WO fays I hate the King, proclaims a he ! 
Fen now. a royal virtue ſtrikes my eye! 

To prove th” aſſertion, let me juſt relate 
The King's ſubmiſſion to the will of Fare. 


Whene er in hunts the Monarch is thrown out, 

As in his politics—a common thing ! 

With ſearching eyes he ſtares at firſt about, 
Then faces the misfortune like a King / 

Hearing no news of nimble Mr. STas, 

He ſits like PaTitnCE grinning on his nag! 


5 


. 26% 
Now, wiſdom-ſraught, his curious eyeballs ken 
The little hovels that around him riſe: 
To theſe he trots—of hogs ſurveys the ſtyes, 


And nicely numbers every cock and hen. 


Then aſks the farmer's wife or farmer's maid, 


How many eggs the fowls e laid! 


What's in the oven—in the pot—the 3 
Whether "twill rain or no, "ad what's o clock, — 
Thus from Poor hovels gleaning information, 


To ſerve as  fature treaſure for the nation! „„ ; 


There, terrier like, till pages find him out, 
He pokes his moſt ſagacious noſe about, 
And feem in Paradiſe—like that ſo fam TR 
Looking like Apam too, and Eve lo fair - , 
Sweet ſimpletonsl who, though ſo very bare, 5 f . 


88 Were (es s the Bible) not © an, F tug 


No man binds l ſo well as Gzoner the Third. 
By thirſt of leather glory ſpurr 4 


nx = $ as 
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1 
At tobt binchen he f is ſeen to laugh— 


And wond' rous is * King! in ſheep or calf! 


But ſee! the PRINCE upon fuck labour looks 
Faſtidious down, and - ily readeth books !|— 
Here by the Sire the ſon is much ſurpaſs'd ; 
Which fad ſhould publiſh on her loudeſt 57“ 


The King beats Monmouth Street in caſt-off riches— 


That is, in coats, and waiſtcoats, and in breeches— 
Which, draughted once a year for foreign ſtations, 


Make fine recruits to ſerve ſome near relations. 


But lo ! the PRINCE, ſhame on him! never dreams 
Of pretty Jewiſh, cxconomic ſchemes! 
80 very proud, * m griev d, O Ton, to tell 0 


8 He' d rather * a coat away than ell it! 


Fair tice to the Monarch muſt allow 
Prodigious ſcience | in a calf or cow; 5 


And wiſdom in the Aiiele of ſwine! | 


W hat moſt unuſual knowledge for A King! 


Becauſe pig wiſdom 1 18 a bing 1 


To which no Sov” reigns E er were known | to hire | 


of 


— 


L 

” Yet who will think 1 am not telling fibs ? | 
The Pnixcx, who Britain's throne i in time ſhall grace, 
Ne' er finger'd at a fair a bullock” 8 ribs, 

Nor ever ogled a pig's face! 


O dire diſgrace! 0 let it not be known = 
That thus a father hath excell'd a ſon! 


4Y 


Truth bids me own that can bring 
A dozen who admire the King; 5 
And would he dream of ſetting off for HaxoveR, 
As once bs faid he wou'd, to ſpite Caxtita Fox ; 
Draw all his /r7le money from the ſtocks, 


Shut ſhop, and carry evry pot and pan over; 


I think-cldiud I'm ſure I know, 

That hd would not let him g0 75 

But in the firuggle ſpend their vital breath, | 
And hug their idol, probably to death; : 


4 tale 


As happen” d toaR miſh Prieſt 


E hat, whilt I tell! it, almoſt turns me e pale. 


rhe 


c 


A PARSON in the nei: zlbourhood of Rows, 


Handled ſo well his heavy” aly broom, 


| Brighten'd the black horizon of his pariſh; 


- To teach folks how to ſhun the paths of evil, 


Was conſtantly this pious man's endeavour, 
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The ROMISH PRIEST. 


ETA LE 


Some years ago—how many, F do? t ſay— 

le bruſh'd, like cobwebs, fins away. 
Gave to the PRINCE or DARKNESS fack hard blows, | 
That SATAN was afraid to ſhew his noſe, 


(Except in Hell) before this Prieſt ſo warriſh ! 


And prove a match for Mr. Dev1L., 


And, as 15 ve ſaid before, che r man was clever. 


Red-hot was all his zeal—and Fame declares, 
He gallop'd like a hunter o'er his pray'rs; 


E 


1 


For ever lifting to the clouds his forehead— 


Petitions on petitions he let fly, 
Which nothing but BARBARIANS could deny 8 


In ſhort, the Saints were to compliance worried. 


ie 


With ſhoulders, arms, ard hands, this Prieſt devout, 
80 well his evolutions did perform : 
His pray'rs, thoſe holy ſmall-ſhot, flew about 
So thick |—it ſeem d like taking Heay' n by form: 4 


Without one atom of refleion, | 
N canditate at an election 
Did) ever labour more, and fume, and Gras, 
To make a fellow change his coat, 
At bleſs him with the caſting vote, 
Than this dear man to get in Heay* n a ſeat 
For ſouls of children, women, and of men : 15 


No matter which the ſpecies—cock or hen f 


Thus did he not like that vile Jeſuit think | 
Who makes us all with horror ſhrink, 
H 


| A knave high meriting Hell's hotteſt coals ; 
| Who wrote a dreadful book, to prove 
: That women, charming women, form'd for love, 
Have got no ſouls ! 
Monſter! to think that Wonax had no foul! 
| = nal haft thou not a ſou], thou peerleſs Marp, | 


Who bidft my rural hours with rapture roll? 


Whoſe beauties char m the e and the made! 


Ves, CYNTHIA, and for ſouls like thine, 
Fate into being drew yon ſtarry ſphere ; : 
Then kindly ſent thy form divine, 


To ſhow what wondrous bliſs inhabits here! 


In ſhort, no dray horſe ever work d ſo hard, 


From vaults, to drag up hog "PBX | tun, or pipe, 5 
As this good Prieſt, to drag, for ſenall rewar d, = 


=_ The fouls of ſinners from the Devil's gripe. | 
= - Tl TT. }- Fr Pleas'd | 


"ag We <;# COS Beek n e 22 , 
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Pleas d were the higheft Angels to expreſs | 
1 heir wonder at his fine addreſs; ; | 
And power againſl the FEN D aha makes ſuch ſtrife— | 
Nay, e'en St. PETER ſaid, to whom are giv” n 
The keys for letting people into Heav- „„ 


He never goes more e halfpence in his life. 


* was hid that my nameſake did declare, 
(Peres, the porter of Heay' n gate, ſo truſty 9 
That till this Prieſt appear « d, ſouls were ſo rare 
His bunch of keys was abſolutely ruſty ! 


, Did GrxTLEMEN of fortune die, 
And 1 the Cuurcn a good round fam; ; 
Lo! in che twinkling of an eye, ; 
The Parſon frank” d their ſouls to kingdom-come |! 


A letter to tha Pok TER, or a word, | 


Inſur d admittance to o the Lord. 


1 


Nor flopp'd thoſe ſouls an inſtant on the road 


BS. To take a roaſt before they enter'd in ; 
| | ” For had they got the plague, twas ſaid that God ; 


1 . Tlad let them enter without quarantine. 


' 1 
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Well then! this Parſon was fo much admir'd, 
So ſought, ſo courted, ſo deſir'd, 
Thouſands Vith putrid fouls, like putrid meat, 


3 de tor his holy pickle, to be lweet : 


Juſt as we tee old hags with jaws of carrion, 


Enter the ſhop of Mr. WARREN ; 


Who diſappoints that highwayman call'd Tr ME, 
| (Noted for robbing Ladies of their prime,) | 
By giving SixTY Five's pale, wither'd mien, 


The blooming roſes of SX TEEN. 


Such vaſt impreſſions did his . wake, 
He always kept his flock IST OUS 
In fu mmer too,—hear, par fans; this ſtrange news, | 


Ye who ſo often preach to nodding pews! 


A neigh- 


1 1 1 


A neigh ring town, into whoſe ot 8 fouls 


SIN, like a rat, had eat large holes, 

Begg d him to be their tinker—thei ir bade dope 
For, gentle reader, fin ot ſuch a fort i is, | 
It ſouls corrodeth juſt as aqua fortis 


Corradeth' i iron, braſs, or copper. 


T hey 3 him they 3 give him ken bay, | 
If he. d agree to change his quarters; 
Proteſting, when his ſoul ſhould leave i its clay, 


To rank his bones with thoſe of SAINTS and Marrs, 


This WAS A handſome bribe all Papiſts know! 
But op—his parih would not let him 8 
| Thel ſurly did the other pariſh look, 


And fwore to. have the man by 3 or Crock. 115 


80 ſeiz/d him, like a graceleſs throng— L 


The prieſt 8 pariſhioners, who loy* d him well 
Rather than to another church belong, 
, Swore they would ſooner ſce him lodg'd in Hell 


— 
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* HELL ſhall not throw, my angels, on your r fouls 
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80 violent was their objection! 


So very ſtrong, too, their affection! 


The LADIES, too, united in the ſuife; 5 


Protefting that they „ lov him as their life, 


cc 


„ And then he had of nightingales the voice _ 


"74 
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ce 
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80 tweetly he would look when down to pray TT: 4 


«© $& happy in a ſermon choice; ; 


And holy water gave with ue an air! 


Lord! loſe ſo fine a man !—ſo great a treaſure |! 
Yielding fuch quantities of heavenly pleaſure |! 


f 


Forgiving fins ſo free, too, at confeſſion, 


However carnal the tranſgreſſion, | 


In ſuch a charming, love-condemning ftrain | 


He really ſeem'd to ſay * G0 f again ; 


So Gert. 2 ſingle ſMovelful of oats | 


Now 


Now in che fire was al the fat: 
Tuſt e as two bull-dogs pull a cat, 
Loth pariſhes with furious zeal contended— 

© 5 es heartily the holy man was huge” d, 

S8o much from place to place his limbs were lugg d, 
That very ſatally the battle ended! | 

An ſhort, by hugging, lugging, and kind ſqueezes 
The man of God 1 WAS pull 91 in fifty pieces 

This work perform'd, the bones were fought for ſtoutly; 
And ſo the ear continued moſt devoutly— | £3 
Lo with an arm, away one raſcal fled ; 

This with A; leg, and chat the: head— 


Off with the foot another goes 


„Another ſeizes him and gets the toes. 


Nay, ſome, a relic ſo intent 0 I 
' Fought Juft like maftiffs for a rib ; 
Nay more, (for truth, to tell the whole, obliges 


A dozen battled for his Os Coceygrs® ! 


* The Sp of the rump. 


Heay'n, 


1 
Hear” n, that des all things, ſaw the dire diſpute, 


10 which each pariſh acted like a brug; . 


Then bade che dead man as a Saint be fought ; 


Still, to reward him more, his bones enriches 


With pow'r r o'er evils, eumatiſms, ang itches, 
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Howey er dreadful, and wherever caught : 5 


Thus, by the grace of Him who governs 3 


1 His very toe nail could perſorm a wonder. 


THUS might our arch, by this dozen men, 


De hugg d land e then! and then! and hd and: 1 


Then what 7 Why, then, this direful ill muſt ſpring: 


I a good /e, loſe, and thou à Kine |. 


N o, 7 OM ; no more to frike us wh amaze, 


Thy courtly tropes of adv ation blaze : 


— 
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A ſetting ſun art thou, ſo wild thy ak 
1 hou (ide d Oczax's heaving WAVE no mere, 


That lifts a 'F ip and fly with equal roar) - 


Pour it from thy lyric pipe a ſober ſtream. 
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No more we hear the gale of Fame 0 
Wild bluſt' ring with thy Masrzk's name: 
No more ideal virtues ride ſublime, 


(Like feathers) on the ſurge of thyme. 


© 


Nut lo the cauſe ! it was the ROYAL WILL 
| To bid the tempeſt of his praiſe be fill : 


No more to let his virtues make a rout, : 
' Blown by thy blaſts like paper kites about— 
Indeed thy Sov'reign in thy verſe fo fine, 
Might juſtly have exclaim'd at many a line, 
« In peacock's feathers, lo, this knave arrays me.. I 
= And like a King of France of whom I've read, al} "EY ; | 
Our gracious Soy” reign allo might have ſaid, "i 
„We have I done thar he ſhould proj meth” 
i 


With pity have I ſeen thee, Son or Soxc, 

Trundling thy lyric wheelbarrow along, 

Amidit Sr. Jamzs's gapers to unload HE ol 00-2 
The motley maſs of pOMPOUS ade ye} WED | 

: . . EK ͤͥ ͥ L | And 
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And ind the ſack, for verſe the annual Prizes, 


To poets of a leſs renown— 
To poor WII. Maso, who in ſecret dls 


To ſtrut beneath the Laungan J leaden crown. 


Warm in the praiſe thou mightſt have been, 


Of 7 great King and 59 great Queen ; 
But not ſo diabolically bot— 
A Aa devil, or a pepper- pot. 


By dev? 5 ( without thy hs born a wizard). 
Thou oughtſt to know I mean a turkey” 8 giazard; 
80 chriſtened for its quality, by man, 

Becauſe ſo oft tis loaded with Lian 

This dev'l is ſuch a bot bit of meat 


As nothing but the Dev'l himſelf ſhould eat. 


A /poon was large enough, the world well knows! 
Why give the pap of praiſe then with a /adle? _ 
Gently thou ſhouꝰ dſt have rock' d him to repoſe 


Not like a drunken nurſe o'erturn'd the cradle. 


Ido 


To}. 
4 do not raged that the ka was wrath, 
5 (Knowing himſelf 1 no bigger than a lath) 
To find himſelf a tall, gigantic oak— | 1 


"Twas too mnch of a magic-lantern ſtroke. 


-- All where was Mopzsry, the charming maid ? 
Where w-as the rural vagrant ſtraying, 
Not to admoniſh thee, an idle jade, 


When thou thy tuneful compliments wert paying 2 


vet why this queſtion put I, Tou, to thee ? 


Lord | how we wits forget—ſhe was with me. 


Dear Modeſty by very few nip 
Of condeſcends to be my gueſt: 
” From time to time the maid my rhyme reviews, 


And 8 ſweet inſtructions to the muſe. | 


Ya frequent deigns my cottage to adorn, 


Juſt like that bluſaful damſel call'd Miss Mow, 


Who 


1 % 


Who ſmiling from che dreary caves s of night, 
Moves from her eaſt with filent pace and flow 
Ober vonder ſhadowy mount's gigantic brow, 

And to my window fteals with dewy light, 


Then peeping through the panes wth cherub mien, 


Seems to aſł liberty to enter in. 


Now vent ring on the ſables of my room, 
She ſyceps the darkneſs with her ſtar-clad broom: 
Now pleas da Aronger {plendor to diffuſe, 
Smiles on the plated buckles in my ſhoes; 
Smiles on | my breeches, too, of handſome pluſh, - 
Where Gronck's head once made no gingling ſound, 
But where amidſt the pockets all was huſh ; 
Such awful filence reign'd around! 
Whoſe ſob, which thieves ſo often pick, 85 


Was quite a ſtranger to a watch's click. 


Now cafling on my pen and ink a ray, 


Seeming y with ſweet reproof to ſay, 


5 = + | | he 


Fl 
« The MY to Heav n her grateful mattins fings : | 
8 Then, Perzs, alſo ope thy tuneful 7 


> And, happy i in a faſcinating note, 
6 Riſe and bewitch the beſt of ee 


Howe'er the world t'abuſe me may ke giv'n, 
I cannot do without CrowNED Hzas, by Heav'n ! 
Bards muſt have ſubjects that their genius ſuit— 


And if I've not Crown d Heads, I muſt be mute. 


My verſe 1s ſomewhat Iike a game at Whilſt ; 
Which game, though play'd by people eer ſo keen, 
Cannot with much ſucceſs, alas exiſt, 


5 their hands 85 a King and Queen. 


I own, my muſe delights in ooo folk : 

| Lead-mines, producing many pretty YT [ 
Jos MILLans, furniſhing a fund of joke ! ! 
'Lo, with a fund of joke a court abounds ! 


At 1 follies, Lin) E lucky ki 
| Saves our poor brain th'expenſe of wit : 


1 
At Princes let but Satire lift his gun, 


The more their feathers fly, the more the fun. 


E'en the whole world, blockheads and men of letters, 


Enjoy a connonade upon their betters. 


And, vice verſa, Kings abt Queens | 
Know pretty well what ſcandal means, 

And love it too yes, Majeſty" s a grinner: : 
Scandal that really would diſgrace a ſtable 
Hath oft bien beckoned to a royal table, 


And pleas'd a princely palate more than dinner. 


I know the world, exclaimeth in this guiſe : 
8 Suppoſe King not over wile, 

2 (A vice in Kings not very oft fuſpefed) 
% Suppoſe he does zbis childiſh thing, and this, 
If folly conſtitutes a Monarch's bliſs, 

Shall ſuch by ſaucy poets ſtand correQed ?” 


% Bold is the man,” old Parſon CaLcnas* cries, 


e Who tells a Monarch where his error lies.” — 


* Vide Homer. 


Grant 


© 3940 


10 Grant chat a King in copyerſs cannot ſhine, 


cc And ſharp with ſhrewd remark a world alarm; j | 


«© What buſineſs, PzTER PINDAR, ist of thine ? ? 


Grant puerilitie—pray where s the harm ?”— 


To this I 1 41 Jon' t think a King 5 | 
2 Wil go to hell for ev ry childiſh thing— „ 55 : 1 


« Yet mind, I think that one in his great ſtation 


Should ſhow ſublime example to a nation: 


c 


And when an eagle ks ſhould ring 


0 


* 


To drink the ſolar blaze on tow ring wing; 5 


60 With daring and undazzled eyes; 


7 


* 


Not be a ſparrow upon chimneys opp 45 


c 


* 


His head in holes and corners popping 


6 For flies.” 


Tow, I'm not griev'd that thou haſt chang” d thy note, 
= And * d on Windfor wall en, tuneful throat; 7; 


1 0 
For verily i it is a rear old maſs! 
Nor angry that to Waser chou doſt deſcend; 


The King' s great painting oracle ad friend, 


Who teacheth ws ka to 12 5 88068 glaſs 


ik. ſon bf SY ſince . this ode, 
Thou talkſt of painting, like on ardent lover, 
Of panes of glaſs now daubing over, ; 
Dimming delightfully the great abode > 


| Speak—knowſt thou aught of RarHAEL's rare Cartoons ? 


I have not ſeen them, Tow, for many moons! 


Why didit thou not, amidſt 5 rhyming fit; 
Of thoſe moſt heav'nly pictures talk a bit 
For which the NaTioN Paid down ev ry fouſe? 
Rate pictures, brought long ſince from aur rox Coun, 
And by a el taught CarPENTER cut ſhort, 
To ſuit the pannels of the Quzex' s old bote 
80 ſays report I hope it is not true 
And yet I verily believe it too; 
lt 1s fo like ſome people I could name, 


Whoſe pericraniums walk a little lame. 


Beſhrew 


{ * J 
| Beſhrew me, but it brings to mind 
A cutting ſtory, much of the ſame kind! 


It happ'd at Pl VMoUTEH town ſo fair and ſweet, 
Where wandering gutlers, wandering gutlers meet, 
Making in ſhow'rs of rain a monſtrous pother 3 * | 

Bart ring, like RAG-TAIn Jews, with one the other, 4 
With carrots, cabbage leaves, and breathleſs cats, 


| Potatoes, turnip tops, old rags, 4 hats: . 


A town that brings to ping SWIFT'S City Show 7: 1— 
Where clouds to waſh 1 its face for ever pour— 
A town where Beautraps under water grin, 
_ Inviting gentle ſtrangers to walk in; * 
Where dwell the Lady Naiads of the flood, 

Prepar' d to crown their viſitors with mud. 

A town where parſons for the living fight, 
On every vacancy, with godly might, 

Like wreſtlers for lac'd hats and buckſkin breeches 3 

Where oft the prieſt who'beli his lungs employs 
To make the rareſt diabolic noiſe, 5 1 


With ſureſt chance of viet ry preaches: 5 8 


— 1 
| Whole empty funds alone his labours bleſs ; 


e cannon fir'd by veſſels in diſtreſs. 


A town ere, exll d by the Higher P Pow 8, 

The Rox II. TA with indignation lours; 
Kept by his SIRE from London, and from lan, 
To ſay his Catechiſm to Miſtreſs Wrnx. 


The PLYMOUTH CARPENTER 
and the COFFINS. 


IN the laſt war French pris 'ners eden died 

Of fey ers, colds, and more good things befide : | 
Preſents for valour, from damp walls and chinks, 
| And nakedneſs, that ſeldom ſees . ſhirt ; . 

And vermin, and all ſorts of dirt; 


| And multitudes of motley ſtinks, 


—T mi 


LL 
That m:ght with ſmells of any clime compare 


That ever ſouglit the noſe or fields of a air. 


As coflins are deem'd neceſſary things, 
Forming a pretty ſort of wooden wings 


For wafting men, to graves, for t'other world; 


Where anchor'd, (dom d to make no voyages more) | 


The rudders of our ſouls are put aſhore, 
And all the fails for ever furl d. 


AM Carpenter, firſt couſin to the May's, 

Hight maſter Screw, a man of reputation, 
Got leave, through borough int reit, to prepare 
Good wooden lodgings for the Gallic nation: 
1 mean for luckleſs Frenchmen that were dead ; 


And very well indeed ScrEw's contract ſped. 


His good friend Death made wonderful demands, 


As if they play'd into each other's hands; | 


Eo 


e NS n by 8 — SS T 5 
1 * . N * - A»; * > D 2 "ny 
Wk gen, $i 3 8 : K 


5 


[4] 


As if the Carpenter and Death went FRO! 8 


Wiſhing to make as much as e'er they cou d 


By this ſame contract coffin wood, 


For ſuch as Death had thrown Fon their backs. 


This Carpenter, like men of other trades 


Whom conſcience very eaſily perſuades 


To take . neighbours uſeleſs ſuperſluity . 
Reſolv'd upon an oeconomic plan, 
Which ſhows that in : the character of man 
Economy | is not an incongruity. 


I know ſome Monarchs ſay the We- pulſes 


Beat high 54 85 v'ry liairs and beds and bulſes 


For lo, this man of œconomic ſort 

Made all hid coffins much too ſhort, 

Yet ſnugly he accommodates the dead— 
Cuts off, with much ſang froid, the head, 
And then to keep it ſafe as well as warm, 


He gravely puts it underneath the arm; 


Making 


1 1, 


| Making | his Jan man quite a Pants beau l— 
1 Hugging his jowl « en r chapean bras. 


: BUT, Tromas, now to hab Cartoons of a 


Do alk thy Sov' reign in 1 my. name 


What's to be done with thoſe rare pictures next; 


Some months ago, by night, they travell'd down 2 


To the Queen's Houſe in Windſor town, 
At which the London folks were vaſtly vex'd. 


For if thoſe fine Cartoons, as hiſt'ry ſays, 
Were (much to this great nation's praiſe) 
| Bought for the nation's ſole inſpection; 
Unaſtd, to ſuffer any man to feel em, N 
or ſuffer any forward dame to ſteal em, | 
z Would be a national refletion. 


Ton, aſk, to STRELITZ if they're doom'd to go, 


Becauſe the walls are naked there I Kno ..- = 
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„Like whales we flounder through the lyric flood ; 
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I 46 ] 
Strelitz a mouſe-hole is, all dark and drear ; 


And ſhou'd the pictures be la d to ſtray, 


Not liking Strelitz, they may loſe their way, 


And ramble to ſome Hebrew auctioneer: | 


Where, like poor captur'd negroes in a knot, 


The holy wand'rers m may be made a lot— | 
And, like the goods at Garraway s we bandle, 
Chriſt and the Saints be fold by ine Y candle! 


Dearly beloved Tuouas, to conclude! 


(I fee thee ready to bawl out amen : 


Toking apart, don t think me ag. 


For «i ood to inſtruc thy lyric pen ! 


Whethet like trout and cels in humble pride, 
Along the ſimple ſtream of proſe we glide ; 


Or turing from below a cloud of mud, 


Or 


Pal] 


Or if a paſtral 1 image Ae thee more; 


| Whether the vales of proſe our feet explore, 


Or rais'd ſublime on Ovs's aerial ſteep, 


We bound from rock to rock like goats and ſheep 3 | 


Whether we dine oak Dukes on fiſty _ | 


I poet. like, againſt our wiſhes, 


On beef or pork, an oeconomic crumb, 
= (Perchance no bigger than our thumb, 
Turn'd by a bit of packthread at the fire): - 
To ſatisfy our hunger”: $ keen defire ; 
A good old proverb let us keep 1 in via. 


Vis. TroMaAs, 5 Give the Dev! his due.” 


Whether a Monarch, iſſuing high command, 


| smiles us to court, and ſhakes us by the hand ; 


8 Or rude bumbailiffs touch us on the ſhoulder, abs 


And bid our tuneful harps in priſon. moulder ; 
Sell not (to meanneſs ſunk) one golden line 


The Musk's incenſe for a gill of wine. 


This. | 


1 
This were a Poor excuſe of thine, my end 
<6 Few are the people that my Ode attend : 
I'm like a country clock, poor, lonely ching, 
= That on the ligiecald, or behind the door, 
* Cries © Cuckow, Cuckow, juſt at twelve and four, 


And chimes that vulgar tune, Sa God lave the King.” 


Oh ! if deſerting WinDson's lofty tow'rs, 

To fave a ſixpence in his barrack bow'rs, 

A Monarch ſhuffles from the world away, 

And gives to FoLLy's whims the buſtling day; 
From ſuch low themes thy promis'd praiſe recall, 


And ſing more wonders of the old Mup WALL. 


TALE END. 


